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I REMEMBER NOW -THE 
HAPPINESS JUICE'. HEY, 
THIS STUFF MUST SE THE 
ANTIPOTE.' IT TOOK THE 
JOY BIGHT OUT OF ME!^. , 
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TELL YOU WHAT... JUST TO SHOW YOU 
I'M A 500P SUV, I'LL LET YOU BE 
A HERO.' YOU CAN TAKE ME 
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Comes -the dawn;.. -the 
fury of the storm 
is OVER.... 
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1 He must he-to thinlc that his 
ttiofter-in-law is "tops and ■■• 

, to let Ms wife, Miggs, tag a 
name lite HQN£roas oh him so 

■ tt»«t everyone but Hs own mother 

' has forgotten his real name. 1 
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YOU CANT BEATTHEM-- 

YOU CANT EVEN TIE THEM !! i_ , 

Manhunter and his faithful dog,' 
Thor break the bonds of cruel 
captivity by following a trail which 
begins and ends at the captives 
own door,' 
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BACKFIRE 



VST' HEN it came to. a matter of telling tall ones, 
Dick Mace felt himself far outclassed. Here, in 
this group, were men who had followed crime a acoj'e 
or more years; they knew all the hest tales. They 
had experienced them. Long years in harness, as 
detectives, as prison guards. They were all here this 
evening. 

The Annual Conclave was always a great get- 
together, where crime-does-not-pay had its full swing. 
Men exchanged wild tales of the chase, exhibited 
scars, bullet wounds, told tales to make your hair 
lise and your eyes bulge large. 

Ah, no, Dick Mace was far outclassed in this 
galaxy of crime-smashers. Or was he? 

Wasn't there one tale that he'd never told? 

"Did I ever tell ,you the one about Allbright, the 
cop of the East End of London?" he asked the 
group. 

"I knew an Allbright," chirped Crittenden of 
Homicide, "who wasn't all bright. Pun!" 

"All's bright that ends bright," sang out a ser- 
geant. 

"Mebbe we should've brought our knitting," spoke 
up Captain Morse dryly. "This is turning into an 
old ladies' chit-chat. Stories we want!" 

"Yeah, tall tales!" 

Dick began again: "This Allbright chap was some- 
thing of a character. Not my case, but I know it very 
well. Warit to hear it?" 

"Shoot!" 

The police cruiser drew up along the curb in the 
darkness and one of the two cops said, "All right, 
Jim, it's your baby. I don't envy you. Make it as 
easy as possible on her." 

"Boys," said the other cop, "I'd give a month's 
salary to get out of this." 

"Go on," said the other. "I'll wait here." 

Jim left the car and strode up to the door of the 
little cottage on the side street. He knocked; Almost 
immediately a light came on upstairs and he heard 
the sound of footsteps descending the stairs. The 
door opened .and he saw a young woman standing 
in the half light of the doorway. 



"Yes," she said with a slight catch in her throat. 
"What is it? Has something happened to Max?" 

Jim pulled himself together. "You must be brave," 
he said. "Something has happened." 

"He's — he's — " 

Jim nodded. "Yes, Mrs. Sellers, Max is dead." 

"Dead! Oh, no — no!" The woman began crying. 
"Not Max. Not Max!" 

Jim was kind. He held an arm about her shoulders. 
"You go to bed now, Mrs. Sellers. I'm terribly sorry 
to bring you this news, but it can't be helped. You 
will have to come to the morgue in the morning to 
identify — I'll call for you." 

"B-but Max," the poor woman. "How did it hap- 
pen?" 

"He was shot, Mrs. Sellers." 
"How? He went out to look for a job only this 
afternoon. Said he might be late. How—" 

"A holdup, at the Ajax Warehouse," Jim said 
quietly. 

"You mean he tried to prevent it and — " 
It hurt Jim to do it but he shook his head slowly. 
"No, Mrs. Sellers. Max was — w,as — he was shot try- 
ing to get away " 

"Oh!" The woman swayed and Jim caught her, led 
her inside. "No. No, I don't believe it. Max would 
never do such a thing." 

Jim's sorrow flooded through his words: "I'm 
more sorry than I can tell you, Mrs. Sellers," he 
said. Then he left abruptly. The woman was crying 
softly. 

The newspapers played up the story for all it was 
worth. How a young returned soldier, jobless, with 
a three-year-old -da lighter, had tried to hold up the 
warehouse to obtain money for food for his family. 
It was the old story over again. Jim's photo -was there 
on page one. How Jim had shot the burglar in the 
night as he tried to get away; shot only after the 
burglar had fired at him. . . . 

It all made Jim feel like a heel. He told the boys 
so. He hated to face that poor woman. It was bad 
enough telling her that her husband was a crook. 
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But now, for her to learn that it had been his bullet 
that killed him — - 

"What're you fretting about, you lug?" said Lt. 
Clancey. "The old man'll give you a nice boost fo.r 
this piece of work. You wait and see." 

And Clancey was right. At nine the next morning 
the chief called Jim into his office. 

"Well, Jim, you're a hero. Did you> know it?" 

Jim growled something. 

"I know how you feel, boy. We all have to go 

through J it. I did, once. Anyway, the commissioner 

wants to see you. I'll give you a tip: you're going 

on the plain clothes detail from now en. How d'ya 

'like that?" * 

How.did he like it! That was the one thing Jim 
had always wanted, Plain clothes detective! "■ 

As he was eating a bite in a small restaurant later, 
a shadow fell cross his table and he looked up. Look- 
ed up into the tearful, brown eyes of Mrs. Sellers. 

He was startled for a moment. Something about 
that woman's eyes- gave him the creeps. She saw 
right through you. He stammered, offered her a 
chair. 

"You've seen the papers?" he asked when she sat 
down. She nodded without speaking. "Then you^- 
you know?" he got 'out. 

"Yes. I know." She looked at him, beyond him. 
"I don't blame you. Please don't think I do. You 
did your duty. But there's one thing. I know Max 
didn't do that. He couldn't. Maybe he saw a light 
in the warehouse and went in to investigate. May- 
be-—" She was a little panicky, Jim could see. 

"Maybe," Jim said quietly. "Maybe that was it, 
Mrs. Sellers. I'm glad you're not— not blaming me. 
I didn't know, of course." 

Mrs. Sellers sat up suddenly, looking through 
Jim. "You must help me," she said quickly. "I know 
Max didn't do that. I must prove it. You'll help me?" 
. Jim promised that he would and that he'd call 
for her about ten for the identification of the body. 
She hesitated at the door. 

"He looked at the paper the (l day before, and 
said he was going out to get a job." She shook her 
head forlornly. "Not much of a. clue." She left. 

Jim got that day's paprr and went over the HELP 
WANTED ads. Yes, there was a job offered at a 
novelty factory not a block from the warehouse. It 
was the only one nearby. Max would have to pass 
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the warehouse to reach the place. Jim went to the 
shop. 

An qld man was proprietor. Jim told him -who' 
he was. 

"You hire anybody recently?" he asked. 

"Yeah. Young feller came in couple days ago and. 
worked hard till midnight. That was the hours 1 
needed a man for. He never came back next after : 
noon." 

"You read the papers?" 

The old man shook his head. "No time." 

"The man you hired is dead," Jim told him. 

Jim took Mrs. Sellers to the morgue and returned 
her'Jiome. Somehow she frightened him. But there 
was something he must know, now that he had 
talked to the novelty shop owner. 

"Have you a copy of day before yesterday's pa- 
per?" he asked. 

Mrs. Sellers hesitated. Then she shook her head. 
"N-no." 

That night, the novelty 3hop man was found shot 
to death in his little office. 

The following morning Jim was, in Mrs. Sellers' 
living room. He was fidgety. Mrs. Sellers kept watch- 
ing him closely. He wondered why. She left the 
room on the pretext of closing the back door, and 
it wasithen that Jim saw the paper he had asked her 
about — L the one she said she didn't have. The novelty 
shop ad was encircled by a dark pencil line. Then 
she knew ! 

When she entered, Jim was waiting and ready. 

"You knew. You had the paper all the time," 

"Yes," she replied, "I knew more than that." 

Jim's hands flicked out like a snake and tpok her 
throat, crushing the breath out. Mrs. Sellers tried 
to scream and managed a little moan. In Jim's eyes 
there was a maniacal look, A madman. 

Then the cops burst into the room seemingly from 
all sides. 

"All right,' Jim," said Cassidy, the chief. "Good 
thing we stashed out here. Thought you'd return 
after killing the old shopkeeper. He knew too much 
and could prove that Max Sellers had spent, the en- 
tire afternoon and evening working. So you tried 
the stickup. Max caught you in there and you shot 
him. Right?" 

Jim nodded. "Yes. I thought I could retire on 
what. I knew was in the warehouse safe. Sellers saw 
•my flashlight and came in. I shot him." 
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I SAY HE goes; 
I DON'T WANT 
THAT CAT 
AROUND 
HERE.' 




CATS ARE CATS.' 
WHAT CAN A CAT 
DO, ANYWAY? 
NOW... A DOG.' 
...A DOS CAN 
WATCH THE 
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THAT GIRL CAN 
THINK OF MORE 
WAYS TO CLUTTER J 
UP TOE Hi" " 
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SEEMS TO ME, POLAN 
YOU'RE MORE CON- 
CERNED WITH YOUR 
OWN ANNOYANCE 
THAN WITH THE 
' MURDER 
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AlcGUIRE HERE IS SPOILING TO \-' 
SLUG THE KIND OF PUNK WHO I 
GOES AROUND SHOOTING 
IIP PEOPLE.' -- BUT 
IF YOU'LL TALK, 
HE'LL LAY OFF. 
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HE WAS A SMUGGLER WHO \ 
FIRST WANTED TO CONVINCE ] 
ANY HIJACKERS THAT HE / 
DIDN'T HAVE THE DIAMOND.™ 
AND THEN RECEIVE IT AFTER 
THEY HAD GIVEN UP TRVING 
TO STEAL IT: GUESS HE 
DIDN'T COUNT ON "ROUGH 
STUFF" HERE KNIFING HIM.' 

WHATABOUr 
IT? 
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ASTOUNDING BARGAIN! LIMITED OFFER! 



Who doesn't know — and love — the 
distinctive, colorful, showy beauty 
of Tulips? These gorgeous blooms 
have long been the favorite of real 
flower lovers. In spite of sky-rock- 
eting Tulip bulb prices, we are mak- 
ing it easy for you to have these 
lovely flowers for your home and 
garden. Just imagine — 100 young, 
easy-to-grow, healthy Michigan 
Tulip Bulbs for only $1.69! For 
less than 2c per bulb, you can get 
this marvelous assortment of flam- 
ing rainbow colors ... to make your 



12 DUTCH 
IRIS BULBS ' 

Yes -as your gift for order- 
ing this astounding Tulip as- 
: sortment — we will send you 12 
Dutch Iris Bulbs Absolutely Free. 
These Eprgeous Irises will give your. 
garden new purple and blues that 
will make it the envy of your 
neighbors. Air solid, disease- ; 
':'■' -free bulbs .:. . Free just 

for mailings your Tulip . .;. : / 
order coupon now. 
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garden the envy of the neighbor- 
hood. Assortment includes such 
outstanding Tulip varieties as Dar- 
win, Cottage, Breeder and Triumph 
—every one a color masterpiece! 
From delicate pastel shades to 
bold, flaming hues! Mail the cou- 
pon— TODAY! 

ORDER MOVi-Send No Money 
You don't need to send any 
money to get this marvelous 
Tulip bulb bargain! Just check 
which offer you desire and rush 
order today. Your Tulip bulb 
assortment with Free Dutch Iris 
gift will be sent you immediately. 
When postman brings your pack- 
age, just pay amount as checked 
in coupon, plus C.O.D. charges. 
If you remit with order, we'll 
pay postage. If you don't feel 
that you've hit the bargain jack- 
pot of the flower world, return 
the bulbs and receive your money 
back. But supply is limited . . . 
send your order in today! Mail, 
coupon now! 
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Lilies— Our Hardy, Improved strain 
makes it easy for you to grow beautiful, 
stalely Lilies, 10 varieties to make a color 
riot during the entire summer. nr%r 

lobuibj.. yy* 

Daffodils — Hardy, long-living, King Alfred 
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Crocus Bulbs . . . Just think ! 12 Holland 
Crocus Bulbs ... the kind which produce 
those cheery blooms ranging from purest 
white through yellow, lavender, no, 
blue to purple ... 12 for only . . . . y y * 
train, 12 bulbs 91.4* 



MICHIGAN BULB CO., Dept.HBissi , GRAND RAPIDS 1, MICH. 



How to Outbluff a 

VICIOUS DOG 

I /^p^ at night! 




